THE    MEMOIRS    OF
' He came back, out of breath, and, dividing the new-
comers up into parties of sixteen, gave each gang a wagon.
He then led the way along one of the galleries into a great
open space, where large coal fires were burning, by the light
of which, added to that of their lamps, miners were busy
hacking out masses of coal. The overseer stopped at" an
Immense heap, and called the overseer in charge of this
section.
*Take these new chums in hand, and set 'em on,' he
ordered shortly.
Their work was to fill the wagons with coal, drag them
to the opening at the shaft's foot, and tip out the contents
according to the directions of the man in charge there. They
set to work immediately, and continued without rest under
the blows and threats of their taskmaster until night, when
each man received a small portion of boiled maize grain, a
morsel of salt beef, and water. They slept naked in any part
of the workings, the heat being so excessive that any clothing
or covering only added to the misery of life. No bedding
was provided, but those who were not too exhausted to make
the effort could scrape together enough dust to make a
comfortable sleeping-place. The convict-miners remained
underground the whole week, and on Saturday afternoons
were taken to the surface to wash themselves and their cloth-
ing in sea water. When their clothes were dry they were
marched to the convict barracks, and confined there until
Monday morning.
Bathing in the sea on his first Saturday afternoon, Rash-
leigh noticed that there was scarcely one of the older miners
whose backs or buttocks were free from marks of the lash.
He remarked to one of the men that it seemed as if punish-
ment was plentiful at Newcastle.
*Aye,   that's   something   there's   no  lack   of,   anyway/
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